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*^    ,  Bees  f    on     banlcs   of      thyrne  dif-port-ang.      Sip    the   fveets  and         hail    the     dawn «  Warbli  ng  birds ,  the 


Bees «     on    banks    of      thyme  dif-port-inj;.      Sip    the    fweets  and         hail     the    dawn  Warbling   birds  (the 
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dwelling* 

By  liir  beams   vithout    bluOiing   1  hi-ar  him  complain. 
And   believe  evV_y   word    of   his  fong, 

Yoil    know    not    how  fweet  'tis  to  love  the  dear  fwain, 
Vliilft    the  Moon    plays   joi\'  branches  among. 


10  SuDg  by  Mifs  Harper 

Foblifhed  by  Ferniifsian  of  Mr.Paxton 


Paxton 


J  .Pi  J  Ji 


m 


Fliit 


li.na    reft,  The  Mufhing  morn  a --wakes  the  ftrain,  a  -  wakes  the  tune  fuU    choir.   The  Islufhing  morn  a  wakes  the  ftrain  a 


Makes  the  tune  full  choir,     But  fad  Ro-fi-na  ne'er   a  -  gain,  fhall  ftrike  the  ex-ul  -  ting  Lyre 


N.  B.  The  ahove  Air  may  be  Sung  as  a  Glee  for  3  Voices 


Sung  hy  MT  Davies.  &c 


French  Tune  . 
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Vivace 


12 


Sung  by  MT  Bannifter-  ^ 


•0  Boh-ille 


Phoebe.  2  ■ 

TThere  fift^  yoting"  men  hat^  fold  me  fine  tales. 
Twice      J  called  me  the  faireff  ,  fhe; 

(But  of  all   the  jfay  ,WTe^tlers  that  fport  on  the  green. 
Twice     7      Yoim^  Ha^^J^'s   the  Lad  for  me. 


Twic 


William.  .5 

Her  Eyet   are  as  black  as   the  flbv  in  fhe  Hed^e, 
Her  face  like   the  blofsoms   in  ma^. 

Her  teeth  are  as  Trhite  as   the  new  fhorn  flock. 
Her  breath   like  the  new  made  Ha^, 


Twice 


He's    tall   and  he*S  ffrait   as   the  poplar  tree. 
His  cheeks  are  as  f refh  as   a   ro fe; 

He  looks    like  a  Sqnire   of  high  degree, 
Wlien  dreft   in   his  Sunday  cloaths. 


i20 


FINALE 


Sung  by  Mf  Bannifter,  MT  Brett,  MT  Davies,  M^^   Kennedy,  M''*.  Martyr,  and 

Mifs  Harper  . 


Belville. 


Moderato 


Ro  f!  II  a 


Allegro  W  "^^^  <""•  ""f-res  ye  -H-ho  m>y,  this  is  Nature's  Ho-lldav;     flmple  Nature,  ye  ^  ho  prize.  Life's  fantaftic  forms  defpife 


1ft  Treble 


2 .  Treble 


Bafs 


Bafso 


Tafte  o«r  Fleafnres  ye  vrho  may.  this  is  Na,ture's  Ho.il. day;  Tafte  onr  Pleafnres  ye  who  may, 
Tafte  our  Pl^fures    yewhomay.         this   is   Nature's    Ho.il-day;        Taite  our  Pleafures   ye  who  may. 


Tafte  our  Pleafures    ye  who  , nay.        this    is    Na-.ture's    Ho.  II. day;         Tafte  our  Pleafures    ye  who  ma 


—J         this  is    Nature's    Ho .  li  .  day 


Volti  Subito 


Sung  hj  M^.*  Itennedy 


My  pofy  on  her  bofom  plac'd. 
Could   Harrjr's  fweefor  fcents  exhale! 
Her  auburn  locks   my  ribbon  grac'd. 
And  flutter'^  in  the  wanton  gale. 
With  fcorn  fho  hears  me  now  complain. 
Nor  can  my  ruftic  prefenfs  move: 
Her  lieart  prefers   a  richer  fwain. 
And  gold,  alas!  has   Iianifh'd  love. 


i 


Duet  *      ^""^  ^>  M^**  Kennedy  and  Ml*  Martyr 


2S> 

Shield 


I 


gaudj  courtSj  with  acluiig   hearts,  the  great  a1  fortune       i  tlu>    hills  mxy  higher      honours  claim ,  Bui    peace  is   in  the 


vale.       In     gaudy  courts^  with     aching  he-.frts,  the     great  at  fortune      rail^     tlie  hills  may  higher    honours  claim,  But 


(See  high  born  dames,  in  rooms  of   ftate  , 
With    midnight    revels    pale  • 
No  jouth  admires  their    fading    charms  , 
lor   beauty's     in  the  vale  . 


50 


Ballad 


Sung  by  MT  Bannister. 


31  ^ 

Shield. 


,  prize 


each  Virgin        liften'd     to    my       lay;        But  now  no    more  I  touch  the     lyre,  Nomorethe  rnftic  fport  can 


pleafe,     I  live  the   flave  of  fond  de  .  .  fi re  ,      loft  to  my    felf ,  to  mirth  and  eafe 


The  tree,  vhich  in  »  happier  hour. 

Its  honghs  extended  o'er  the  plain  • 
When  hlafted  by  the  lightning's  pow'r, 

Nor  charms  the  Eye,  nor  lhades  the  fwain  . 
The  tree,  which  in  kc. 


^„  TheAccompanvmentis  fora     SuniT  bv  Mifs  Harper 

»>X  liirtt*  PlJiio,Harp,  or  Harpllchord  .  o       ^  -» 




Shield 


Li^ht  a_5    thiftle    doM  n     iiiovinj;    -which  floats    on  the     jiii  t       Sweet  J;ra-ti  -  tudes  deht      to  this 


IP 


Cot  -  -  taj;e      1  bear : 


Of  Autumn'S'  rich     ftore.:-       I  brin^    home  my      part.  The 


DUETT 


Sunfir  by^MF  Baniiifter  and  Mifs  Harper. 


Shield  ■ 


;    be  yo'ur  ^ardi.n Protector  ank  piide,  mv       <imid_hear,  P^.^f,.  .  ftiU   rafe_b^^ur  f.de.   be  my  protector. n-yRuardian nrygnide 


.58 


.Without  Accompaniments 


Williaoi 


Belville  It  133 
Ruftic 


And      Ol    -when    Summer's      joys    aro     o*er    and       Au  -  tunin  yield      its       Ertiits   no    more  ne-w 

And       Ol    -when     Summers        joys    are     o'er    and        Au  -  tuinn   yields    its       Fruits    no     more  new 

General  Chorus 


blefslngs        be      there       yet       in      ftore     for  Winter's  f o  -  .  ber        hours     to        glean.  And 


blefsings        be      ttere      yet      in     ftore    for  Winter's        f o  -  -ber       hours     to  j{le 


blefsings       be      there     yet      in      ftore    for  Winter's        fo  -  .  ber       hours      to  glean. 


O:  when  Summer's  joys  are  o'er,  and  Autumn  yields  its  Fruits  no  more,  new  blefsings   be  there     yet     in     ftore  f.)r 


Winter's     fo-ber    hours  to  glean. 


Fini ! 


